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affairs. "I cannot think why John keeps going to the bank,"
she kept saying to herself as she crossed the allotments.
Mr. Evans was now alone with Cordelia; and the first thing
the girl did was something that at once provoked a faint flicker
of natural erotic excitement in the man's perverted nerves. She
began pulling down the parlour's brown blinds upon that sunset
period of the day. Woman-like, she had absolutely no notion of
the explosives she was handling, of the volcano-fires under the
crater-surface she was stirring up. But woman-like, too, she,
who had been virgin so long, was a cunninger adept than a
thousand Thaises in the primeval arts of provocation. Daughter
of Bloody Johnny as she was, her own erotic nature, now that it
had been once excited was inexhaustible in its amorous devices;
and since her moods and her lures were forever changing, Mr.
Evans was in the position of the fortunate possessor of a whole
harem of ardent play-fellows. In none of her Cyprian disguises
could poor Cordy be called pretty; but wanton and freshly
blooming she certainly could be called; such is the magical
power of Eros.
She had a surprise for her man now. Pulling down the blinds
of their Liny parlour on the general principle announced so often
by Mother Legge, that she "could not abide onlookers," and
throwing her hat and cloak on their big arm-chair she went up
to the fireplace where a newly lit flame was making the wood
crackle, and leaning against the edge of the mantelpiece, she
began a rapid flow of excited words. She was going, she told
him, without any doubt, to have a child. She had already gone
two months with it. She had been yesterday to see Dr. Fell about
it. It would be born sometime in September.
Mr. Evans dropped his bowler hat on the floor and sank down
exhausted in his black overcoat on the big purple chair. Half
of her jacket and the rim of her hat were squeezed under him
as he sank down, for she had just come in when her mother
arrived; but he did not make the least move to extricate them.
Nor indeed did she! Watching him with swimming eyes she
waited in silence for what she hoped and prayed would prove
to be a rush of natural emotion at what she had told him. And
drawn towards tb^m by the intensity of their feeling, drawn